H4                  THE  COMPLAINT

At laft (by griefe conftrainde)

It boldly breaketh out,

And makes the hollow woods to ring

With Eccho round about.

4 T Hir next moft note (to note)
I neede no helpe at al,
For I my felfe the partie am
On whom me then doth call.

She calles on Nemefis

And Nemefis am I,

The Goddeffe of al iuft reuenge,

Who let no blame go by.

This bridle boil with gold,

I beare in my left hande,

To holde men backe in rafheft rage,

Vntil the caufe be fcand.

And fuch as like that bitte

And beare it willingly,

May fcape this fcourge in my right hand

Although they trode awry.

But if they hold on head,
And fcorne to beare my yoke,
Oft times they buy the roil ful deare,
It fmelleth of the fmoke.

This is the caufe (fir Squire
Quoth Ihe) that Phylomene
Doth cal fo much vpon my name,
She to my lawes doth leane :

She feeles a iuft leuenge.
Of that which Ihe hath done,
Conftrainde to vfe the day for night,
And makes the moone hir funne.